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not  English,  and  so   not   understood,   did                       j
not in the slightest degree lessen the terror                       | his evil face inspired.    I shrank away from
him,  and  he  caught  at my wrist.    It was                       !
too  much.     I  gave  a   cry and   started  to                       j
run,   when, tall and broad, a man appeared                       !
at the foot  of   the   club-house   steps,   just                       ;
ahead of me.    Ashamed to be seen running,                       j I halted, and dropped into a walk again.
Then with that exaggerated straightening                      \
of back and stiffening of knee adopted by                       •
one who tries to walk a floor-crack or chalk-                      i
line, the second   man approached   me.    He                      \ was very big, he was  silvery grey, and his
dignity was  portentous.    At every step  he                      \
struck the pavement  a ringing  blow  with                       <
a   splendid   malacca    cane.     Old-fashioned                       1
and gold-headed, it looked  enough  like  its                      i
i
owner to  have been his  twin brother.    He                       j
lifted his high silk hat, and with somewhat                      \ florid    indignation   inquired:     " My   c-hild, was   that   in-nfamous    cur   annoying    you
shust now ?   A-a-h! " he broke off, flourish-
i beautiful,  tender,
